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Beyond the rock is Restful Bay, where no wind breathes
or ripple stirs,
And there on Roman ships, they say, stand rows of
metal mariners.
Beyond the bay in utmost West old Solomon the Jewish
King
Sits with his beard upon his breast, and grips and guards
his magic ring :
And when that ring is stolen, he will rise in outraged
maj esty,
And take the World upon his back, and fling the World
beyond the sea.
This is the song of the North Gate's master,
Who singethfast, but drinketh faster.
I am the gay Aleppo Gate: a dawn, a dawn and thou
art there:
Eat not thy heart with fear and care, 0 brother of the
beast we hate !                                                   50
Thou hast not many miles to tread, nor other foes than
fleas to dread ;
Horns shall behold thy morning meal and Hama see thee
safe in bed.
Take to Aleppo filigrane, and take them paste of apricots,
And coffee tables botched with pearl, and little beaten
brass ware pots:
And thou ahalt sell thy wares for thrice the Damascene
retailers' price,
And buy a fat Armenian slave who smelleth odorous
and nice.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